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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


Sooo..this fic really could not decide what it wanted to be. It started off angsty then tried fluff before angst 
again | really hope it turned out well and that you enjoyed it! :) 


Mark glanced at his phone, sighing as it read |:45 am, and rolled over again. It was amazing that even in a bed 
that barely fit two people comfortably most of the time that he could feel like he was drowning in the space 
of it, and every time he tossed or turned he felt like he was falling deeper under the surface. It wasn't the 
first sleepless night he'd had and he had no doubt it'd be the last, but while sleep had sometimes eluded his 


grasp, it seemed like tonight it wasn't even in sight. 


He sighed again and pulled back the curtain to his bunk, blinking wildly as his eyes adjusted to the pitch black of 
the bus. He could hear Flip's loud snoring in the bunk above him and knew that Brian was probably thinking of 
ways to smother him in his dreams. He then looked at the bunk right across from his and saw the soft glow 
of a light from behind the curtain and smiled. 


As quietly as he could, he slipped out of his bunk and and tiptoed over to Myles‘ and pulled the curtain back to 
see the singer nestled under the covers and his face buried in a book. The sound of his curtain opening didn't 


even manage to break his focus on the words in front of him, knowing that Mark was the only person that 


would try to sneak into his bunk this late at night. 
He pulled the covers back and slid over to make room for the guitarist and turned to him with a soft chuckle. 
"What took you so long?" 


"Had to make sure the guys were asleep." Mark said softly as he climbed in beside Myles and closed the 
curtain. Resting at the head of the bunk, he opened his arms and the singer wasted no time settling against his 
chest, his head tucking neatly under his chin. "Getting a little impatient on me?" he asked teasingly. 


Myles let out a soft sigh before closing his book and resting it on his lap. He turned slightly and snuggled 
further into Mark's arms, resting his head right over his heart. "You're warm.." he said softly, seemingly 
ignoring Mark's question and Mark just held him tighter, nuzzling against his hair. "Ya know. always sleep 


better when l'm warm." 


And this was why they were great in everything they did together, from writing songs to making love, they 
were always in tune with each other, could know the other's thoughts and feelings without even needing to 
speak a word. Mark knew exactly how Myles was feeling, from the constant sighs to the seemingly random 
statement. He knew Myles wanted to tell the guys about them, but he just wasn't ready yet. He liked having 
something that was only theirs and wanted that feeling to last a little longer. He could definitely understand 
how Myles felt. There was nothing that he wanted more than to have Myles in his arms all the time and 
during the times he couldn't, it was always on of the things he could never help but think about. 


"I do too." He replied just as softly. In an effort to change the somber mood, he glanced over at Myles’ book, it 
was the most recent in the Song of Ice and Fire series and since they were both such avid readers, books 
became something they bonded over very quickly and one of Mark's favorite things was to be curled up 
together with Myles and have him read to him. 


"Read to me? | know it's late but." 


Without hesitation, he watched Myles grope for the book, refusing to move even an inch away from Mark's 
arms. He opened the book to where he'd left off and began to read. Listening to Myles' voice sent a soothing 
wave of calm over Mark as everything involving his lover did. He could feel himself relaxing, his arms growing 


lax around Myles as they grow heavy with sleep. 
He felt loved. 


He felt at peace. 


He felt..complete. 

He didn't know how much time had passed when he lifted his hand to take the book from Myles. He marked the 
page and placed it off to the side. "I think thats enough for tonight, don't you? Unless you still arent warm 
enough to get to sleep?" 


"No | think | am." Myles said with a smile, his first genuine one since Mark snuck into his bunk, "But | do have 


one request since you got me to read to you." 


"Whatever you want" And he meant it. There was no way that he could ever deny Myles anything. He didn't 


know how and knew that he most likely would learn. 

"Kiss me?" 

Mark smirked as he tilted Myles’ head towards him and pressed their lips together. Even though it had only 
been a few days since they had last been together like this, Mark would have sworn it had been more like 
weeks. He almost had forgotten the softness of Myles’ lips and the way they always parted for him so sweetly 
with the slightest flick of his tongue. As he broke the kiss, he didn't pull away. Instead, he leaned in again 
pressing their foreheads lightly together. 

‘| love you Myles." He whispered against his lips. 


"I love you too Mark." 


The guitarist was content with the response and turned out the light and rested against the pillows. He shifted 


Myles more comfortably against his chest before breaking the silence once again. 
"Myles?" 
"mhm?" came the sleepy reply. 


As he felt himself drifting off to sleep, finally completely at ease, he said, "You know. always sleep better 
when | have the person | love in my arms." 


His only response was a happy smile firmly plastered on the sleeping Myles face. 


